astrakhan tarboosh. He had everything but a
monocle. Indeed, had he been wearing one,
I might easily have mistaken him for his Holiness
the Aga Khan, setting forth from the Ritz in
London to see his famous filly Mumtaz Mahal
win the races at Ascot. Without a word of wel-
come or a smile, he said, as he pointed to the
policeman : "You are to go with this man. He
will show you to the quarters that His Majesty
has placed at your disposal." His English was
flawless, but there was a pained look on his face
as he uttered his message.

Later we learned that this serious-looking
dignitary was none other than Feizi Mohammed
Khan, counsellor of the Foreign Ministry and
Advisor to the Amir. How he happened to
meet us at that particular spot and why he did
not unbend a bit an,d deign to reveal his own
identity remained a mystery to us. We were
also considerably puzzled by the Amir's having
deviated from all the traditions of his hermit
realm by inviting us to his court, only to subject
us to a very frosty reception. In discussing the
matter that evening among ourselves we con-
cluded that His Majesty must be a "good fellow",
but that probably he had overridden the advice
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